When he was a boy he had a Class 2 division I malocclusion. Not a severe case, just a slightly large over jet, but sufficiently worth attention for his family's dentist to refer him to a very good local orthodontist. Mr Appleton was a great influence on the impressionable young James. In fact it was as a result of having to visit Mr Appleton's practice on a regular basis over a number of months that James first became interested in the possibility of dentistry as a career. This might sound familiar.
Well, the years passed. And so did James. GCSEs, A levels, 2nd BDS, 3rd BDS, all the stops in between and then finals. James BDS.
James was a logical, practical 'nice' sort of a guy. He himself wouldn't have professed to being anything special or out of the ordinary. Just a nice guy really, who liked endodontics. Although, arguably, certainly to the non-dental world and possibly some in the dental world too, that did make him just a tad out of the ordinary. No matter.
When the GDC introduced mandatory Continuing Professional Development (CPD) James was not in the least bit fretful. He was already doing quite as many of the prescribed hours merely by virtue of wanting to keep up-to-date. Especially in endodontics. Whenever there was a course advertised, or a lecture being given, a seminar in the offing, a new book on sale or a journal article published on the subject, James was there at the front of the queue. He was well known on the circuit. Lecturers half welcomed and half feared his attendance. On the one hand he could always be relied upon to ask appropriate questions, on the other, the questions were sometimes just too good.
There was something slightly perverse about all this though. Members of his dental team spotted it, although no one was outspoken enough to mention it. Why, if he was so good at it, did he go on courses about it all the time? Surely it would be better to learn about something he was less good at? "I know," sighed the practice manager, "but all dentists are the same, they all prefer to go on courses about subjects they're familiar with. It's a dentist thing. ' One day James pitched up a course he was looking forward to very much. It was a hands-on course at a postgraduate centre, part of a new 'festival of learning' initiative for fulfiling verifiable CPD hours. The course administrator scanned the list of names. James' name wasn't on it. James explained that there must be some mistake; he had applied in good time on the Internet. The course administrator apologised and went to check on the centre's computer. James waited anxiously.
Alas it was not to be. There were 14 places on the course, being hands-on it was strictly limited, and James' name was 15th, the administrator was fulsome in his apology that James should have been informed. James was offered a refund and a guaranteed place on the very next endodontics course. But wasn't there something else he could attend that day instead? The lists were checked and there was one place on one course, 'Training Needs Analysis and its impact on dental practice management' . James reluctantly accepted. He didn't want to waste the day but on the other hand he didn't know the first thing about Training Needs Analysis, so there hardly seemed much point in going. In the event it was quite interesting. Basically you defined what the objective of the practice was, analysed what type of people with what type of skills you needed to fulfil the objective and then created a training plan. It had a pleasing symmetry, an appealing logic. Not unlike endodontics in fact. Define the problem, devise the treatment plan, treat it. Establish non-vitality, find the apex, clean and fill the canals. Neat. James set to. He ticked all the boxes he thought relevant and then analysed the results. And, far from being management mumbo-jumbo, it worked. He began to eat his words over the years about the ridiculous nature of business management. Yes, it clearly showed what he knew to be the case, he was very well trained in endodontics. Good. However it also showed a lot else that puzzled him.
In the following days and weeks his practice partners and dental team members were surprised with the changes that took place. Regular staff meetings, objective setting, staff appraisals, further training on a variety of subjects for all. What had that hands-on endodontics course done for him? James didn't let on.
The practice grew spectacularly. Patients flooded in and regularly returned, often with relations, friends and colleagues in tow. Recruitment, which had ever been a problem, ceased to exercise the practice manager except in turning away enquiries. Rarely, when a vacancy did arise, it was easily filled from the waiting list of previously scanned hopefuls. The practice became two. Three. A small group. Everyone was very prosperous and very happy at work.
James doesn't do endodontics anymore. In fact he doesn't do dentistry anymore. James sold the group and now owns several other businesses in a variety of sectors. A portfolio balanced to spread the risk against various downturns and to capitalise on myriad opportunities, all managed by delegated experts in their fields. James enjoys life very much. Instead of endodontics he has taken up marquetry, which, according to what James relayed from his villa overlooking the Aegean, via his personal assistant in Canary Wharf, is just as technically satisfying but much more creative.
Apparently, for some years, James has attempted to find out who had booked the 14th, and last, place on the course, but without success. He just wanted to say thanks.
